











        Callia was gone when I woke up the next morning. I wasn't surprised. We had said our goodbyes the night before, after I had finally gathered the courage to ask her what was going to happen, where I would go from here.

"You're not safe here," she had said, after a long moment of silence. "You're not safe anywhere. But we will take you in, and we will protect you, and we will keep you safe."

And then she had left, without another word.

I didn't know what to expect, when I finally walked into the camp. It was early morning, the sun just starting to peek over the horizon, and everything was gray and muted in the early light. There were people up and about, going about their business, and they all stopped and stared when they saw me.

I tried to ignore it, tried to keep my head up and my shoulders back, like Callia had showed me, but it was hard. These people were strangers, and I didn't know what they were going to do with me.

Someone finally stepped forward, a woman with graying hair and kind eyes. "You must be Ilyaas," she said, softly. "We've been expecting you."